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young fed when they awake and

come to rouse one who is still sleep-

ing. There was a note of friendly

triumph in their call, as if they were

exulting unconsciously in having be-

gun the adventure of the new day

before their comrade.

But Hennas was not asleep. He

had been waking for hours, and the

dark waUs of his narrow lodging had

been a prison to his restless heart.

A nameless sorrow and discontent

had fallen upon him, and he could

find no escape from the heaviness of

his own thoughts.

There is a sadness of youth into

which the old cannot enter. It seems

to them unreal and causeless. But it

is even more bitter and burdensome

than the sadness of age. There is a

sting of resentment in it, a fever of

4


